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In Three CAN T Os. | 
Prieſts, whether Jeſuits or Fryars, j 


Are Pious Cheats, Religious Lyars ; 
| Who uſe their Punftion as a Gin, 
To catch unwary Maidens in. 
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1 Len ER Y. 
CANTO I 


How pious Girard caſts about 
In plodding Noddle to find out, 
How beſt he may aſſwage bis Flame, | 
With what good People call That Same. 
Cadiere's the Oljelt of his Luft, | 
And none but ſhe now ſuits his Guſt - 
To miturate the growing Evil, 
He ſummons Hell, and plays the Devil. 


FHyſicians hold Evacuation 
E Is very proper on Occaſion, 


amain, 
Fevers enſue with ſcorching 
„ 
And if no o Aid be brought, d'ye ſee, 
Death gains an eaſy Victory. 
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> For when the Blood ferments 
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This pious GIRARD, jeſuit true 
As ever pils'd, or trod in Shooe, | 
Reyplving often in his Mind, 

And not as yet to die inclin'd, 

Reſoly'd to bilk the ghaſtly Tyrant,” 
{For he had fix'd his whole Deſire owt}. 
And leſt he might be overtaken, 
Would uſe the Means to fave his Bacon. 

As Helen's bright reſplendent Charms 
Thro' th? Eaſtern World rung loud Alarms, 
So Miſs Cadiere's angelick Beauty, 

Her Piety and filial Duty, 
Virtues ſcarce ſeen among the Fair, 
Except an odd one here and there,) 
Set half the Gallick, Youth on fire, 


Some lov'd, ſome burn'd with hot Deſire, 


Among the laſt, in hopes to win her, 
Was that ſly, hypocritick Sinner, 
That compound of a goatiſh Lecher, 
And a moſt edifying Preacher; , - 
Girard *yclyp'd, like him could no Man, 
Seduce a young, unwary Woman. 
Well vers'd was he in Love's Affair, 
And made a Stalking-Horſe of Pray'r; 
Yet ſo well mimick'd the Divine, 
Who could ſuſpect his blagk Deſign? 


(92 

This pious Cheat, robuſt and jolly, _ 
Scarce fix'd his wanton Eyes on Polly; 
But his Mouth water'd for a Kiſs, 
As earneſt of a future Bliſe. 
And now, in order to poſſeſs her, 
He's ſoon appointed her Confeſſor; 
His Sanctity he lays aſide, 
For o'er the Spirit Luſt does ride; 
And Men, we know, of his Profeſſion, 
Make Women. often'want Conteſſion: 
But that's no Matter, Abſolution 
Will purge the Soul from all Pollution. 
Thea they renew the ſelſ. ſame Trick, 
And run again with Heav'n on Tick, 
"Till the good Father, for the Pence, 
Pardons the Sin, remits th'Offence. 
If Pardons can be bought and fold, 
Who would be Virtuous that has Gold ? 

Twelve Months had paſs'd &re he began 
Th'unwary Virgin to trepan ; 
But think not he was continent, 
Or during the whole Year kept Lent. 
Of Wantons he had half a dozen, 
Whom he religiouſly did couzen ; 
To him Adultry, Fornication, 
Were nothing more than Recreation. 
B 2 Bur 
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But half a dozen were too few, 
And now he wanted ſomething new, 

A Virgin Pullet, plump and white, 
Io pleaſe his caraal Appetite. '.. 
Polly, who had been ſick ſome Days, 

Recov'ring Strength, and now at eaſe, 
And being piouſly intent, 

To take the boly Sacrament, 

To Girard goes, in hopes Confeſſion 
Would wipe away each ſmall Tranſgreſſion, 
She found him fitting in a Chair, 

Then drawing nigh with modeſt Fear, 

He ſoon perceiv'd the lovely Maid, 

Whom thus he gently did upbraid : 

My Child, it grieves me much to find, 


e 


Say, what could make you not to ſend, 
For your good Father, and your Friend ? 
* Tell me, my charming, pretty Miſs, 
* What have I done to merit this ? 
Then did he ſqueeze her Lilly Hand, 
! Which put them both. unto a ſtand. 
Perceiving ſhe made no Reply, 
. By artful Ways, and Wiles moſt ly, 
He hop'd to gain the boſhful Fair, 
And drew her nearer to the Chair, 
* Far 


(9) 


r For you, ſaid he, Heav'n has in ftors 
Ten thouſand Bleſſings, but much more ö 
Than what already you have done, | 
© (And yet I own you've well begun, ; 

g 1s ſtill requir'd, to Heay*n then yield, | 

* For Heaven's your Comfort and your Shield, f 
Will you not yield you ſelf to me? *þ 
* Yes, yes, you will, my Devotee, ' - '| 
Then ſticking cloſe unto the Text, .| 
He fairly tipt the Velvet next; | 1 
And ftraight the warm Glival Juice, J. 
Did wonderful Effets produce.” 

Her Pulſe beats high, her Blood's inflam'd, 
Symptoms ſo plain her Love proclaim'd ; 
But not content with Indication, 

She comes to downright Declaration. 

| © What have you done, /aid ſhe, I find 

A ſtrange Diſorder in my Mind, 

My flutt'ring Heart no longer mine, 
Jo you I freely do reſign; 

* As you are Maſter of the Field, 

Jo you my Perſon I muſt yield. 

Theſe Words, as Hhbla's Honey, ſweet, 
Did with a kind Reception meet, 

Caus'd an Emotion in the Lecher, 

No lopger now her pious Teacher; 
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| Then led her to a Place they eſo: wo?) ? 
The FJeſuit's Confeſſional. 1 U 

Here he his Talent did diſplay, 

And let no Minute paſs away, 

In which he failed not to improve 

The poor miſguided Zealot's Love. 

Her Folly, left ſhe might repent, 

And become truly penitent, 7 

There was no Sin, he did aſſure ner, 

In that, to which he did allure ner.. 

| " Contra with this, her Mind's at reſt, E 

She locks the Secret in her Breaſt. bh: 
My Child, ſaid he, obſerve me well, | 

And mark what now I do foretell ; 

Viſions thou ſurely ſhalt ſee many, 

But yet be not diſmay'd at any, 

And give me daily an Account 

If you thoſe. Viſions can ſurmouat, - - 

And what Effect they do produce, 

That I may ſolve what ſeems ahſtruſe. 
Poly, with Joy replete, withdraws 

And ſpreads the Father's great Applauſe, 

Dubs him. a Prophet and a Saint, 

With brighteſt Eloquence does paint 

(To all ſhe knows) his Virtuous Fame, 

His pious Acts, and holy Name. 


But 


But now, to caſt her into Trances, 
And fill her Mind with various Fancies, 
By Magick Art he calls from Hel, 0 
The chiefeſt Fiend that there does dwell; | 
Who wings it thro' the yielding Air, 1 
And ſtraight before him does appear. 1 
Satan, ſaid he, Infernal King, ; 
Griſt to your Mill I often bring, | | 
And ſince much more I do intend | 
For thee my faithful, ſooty Friend, ; 
As quick as Lightning now repair i 
To my beloved, young Cadiere; 
Delude her Senſes, and her Mind 
Poſſeſs with Thoughts of various Kind. 
Quoth Satan, pleas'd with this Advice, 
PII take Poſſeſſion in a trice. | 


CANTO IL 


Inchanted into Fits and Trances, 
Polly ten thouſand Viſions fancies ; 
With aching Heart ſhe does relate | 
To Girard, her unhappy State; ' | 
By whoſe Perſwafion, filly Ei, 

She to the Devil ſells herſelf. 
The Father Rector draus th'Indentures, 
She Signs and Sealr—— and Satan enters. 
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NOW 


No OW Gzrerd's faithful, truſty Squire, 
Prepares Paccompliſh his Deſire; 
: Unſeen before Cadiere he dances, _ 
And caſts her into Fits, and Trances: 
Then like ſome conj'ring Folitician, 
Makes her believe ſhe's ſeen a Viſion, 
Many indeed ſhe does relate 
That happen'd in her wretched state; 
But one amongſt the reſt does ſhew, 
Satan can Jeſuits outdo. | 
A Scene he draws before her Eyes, 
Full of Amazement and Surprize ; IF 
Then with a Preſto, Paſs, Be gone, 
A bright angelick Form puts on. ; 
This done, the Heavens are open laid, 
And all their Glories there diſplay'd ; 
With ſeven great Seals before her lies 
A Book of large and monſtrous Size, 
This Book, as well the Damſel wiſt, 
Was brought by Fohn th* Evangeliſt. 
Plain as a Pike-ftaff there he wrote, 
(As ſhe at that ſame time did note,) 
With Gooſe-quill Pen, and ſhining Ink, 
In Letters large, as ſhe does think, 
| John.-Baptiſt, Mary-Catherine ; 
=» Then to the holy, ſacred Shrine 


* 


Nor in the leaſt uneaſy be 


—_— — 


(13) 


The Book was carried, whence a Voice 
Did eaſe her Mind, her Heart rejoyce, 
Saying, whatever's written here 
Shall be unchangeable, I ſwear. 

When Girard next a Viſit paid, 
Which truly was too often made, 
Polly, with Face more red than pale, 
Gave him a circumſtantial Tale 
Of what had paſs'd, and faid moreover 
She own'd herſelf to be his Lover ; 
For the bare mention of his Name 
Wou'd her poor trembling Heart inflame. \ 
Tf this his Name alone cou'd do, 
More from his Perſon muſt enſue. 

Tell me, ſaid ſhe, my dear Director, 
Guide of my Conſcience, and Protector, 
Whence comes this Thing to me ſo new, 
This Paſſion, which I have for you? 
Say, can the Love of Heaven do this ? 
Does Heaven produce for me ſuch Bliſs ? 
To this the ſubtil Fox reply'd, 

As now you are, fo ſtill abide, 


f 
1 
i 
! 
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, 
1 
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At what 1s gracious Heaven's Decree, 

Heaven has ordain'd you to be mine, 

And the fame Heaven has made me thine. 
C Soul 


»Twill turn your Mind another way. 


( 14 ) 


Soul of my Soul, thy Image here 


In my fond Boſom do I bear, 

Then cheriſh daily and improve 

Your Paſſion for me and your Love; 

For theſe are Heaven's Commands, he ſaid, 

And Heaven, you know, muſt be obey'd. 
Now grown uncapable of Pray'r, 

It fills her Mind with Doubts and Fear; 


And therefore to obtain Relief, 


And eaſe her from oppreſſive Grief, 
She. goes again, her Caſe ſhe moans 


With heavy Sighs and bitter Groans. 


Quoth he, what Whims diſturb thy Head * 
What Maggots now are therein bred ? 
I needs muſt own that Pray'r is good 
For ſuch as are meer Fleſh and Blood, 
Becauſe it leads em unto Heaven, 
It planes the Way and makes it even; 


But ſurely they, who once come dere, 


No longer ſtand in need of Prayer, 


And you and I, do by the Spirit 


That glorious Manſion now inherit. 
Then be not led, ſince this the Caſe is, 


Aſtray by idle Mild. Gooſe Chaces. 


But liſten, Child, to what I ſay, 
On 


(is) 


On ſuch a Day, my lovely Fair, 


Thou ſhalt be carried thro? the Air; : 


I caution you be not afraid, 

Or, at the ſudden Change, diſmay'd ; 
Preſent I'll be, and there attend 

To ſee you gloriouſly aſcend. 


But e're the Day prefix'd could come, 


Polly muſt undergo her Doom ; 
Satan, to pleaſe the Father Rector, 


Began to ſtrut, to bounce and hector. | 


Again he does appear before her, 


As if with Viſions he would ftore her; 


Shews her a Soul in Mortal Sin, 
With ghaſtly Phiz, and horrid Grin; 
Tells her, it ne'er can be at reſt, 
Except ſhe yields to be poſſeſs'd; 
Then at the End of one ſhort Year, 
He'll take his leave, and diſappear. 
Polly at this was much perplex'd, 


And when ſhe went to Girard next, 


She told him all that ſhe had ſeen, 
What heaps of Troubles ſhe was in. 
Come, come, ſaid he, you little Elf, 
Heav'n ſays you muſt reſign yourſelf; 
What matters one Year's Miſery 
To fave a Soul, and ſet it free ? 
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And now, in order to compleat it, 

Pl draw the Form, do you repeat it. 
Know ALL Men preſent, far and near, 

I, Mary. Catherine Cadiere, © 

Tho? neither Lady, Counteſs, Dutcheſs, 

To take a Soul from Satan's Clutches, 

Do yield myſelf to be poſſeſs'd | 

And lodge the Fiend within my Breaſt, 

Provided always neertheleſs, 

As Words hereafter do expreſs, 

Vis. When one Year ſhall roll about, 

He from the Premiſſes goes out ; 

And leaves the fame in as good plight, 

As good Condition to the Sight, 

As they at that ſame time had been 

When the ſaid Satan enter'd in, 

Except all Wear and Uſe in Reaſon 

According to the Time and Seaſon. 

In Mitneſs now that this is Truth, 

I bite the black Wax with my * Tooth. 


* This alludes to the Cuſtom — our Forefathers, before 
| Coat of Arms or Seals were uſed. Thus au Eſtate in 
Cheſhire Was convey'd and paſs 'd _— by Virtue of theſe 


Lines, viz. 


While Graſs is green, and _ rough, 
I give my Land to John o 4.1 N ; 
In Witneſs now that this is ſooth A 

| I bite the Wax with my Hang. Toe. 


* 
* 
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nd CANTO III. | OA 

The goatiſh\ Girard, Satan . {of 1 oi A1 zuct 
Uſes Religion, 'as a Pimp; 0 28) 5 1 5 5 4 
Under a Mu of holy Grave," | 17 — a e 0 
Allures Cadiere 1% Ur emnbrart; SL 2 
Kiſſes each Part u ber gratis, 54502714 


And often Firks, ber Nunquam Katie WG 4 eres 
But cloy'd at length, or Polly ee. | 
The Plot diſcovers," he's indifted-: 107 1 
Abortion, T Fennicarions:: 4 tt U4-Uo IL 
Inchantment, Inceſt; Subornation. 
Are plainly; row d, cum aliis multis, 105 
But for each Sure, he has a Pultice. 7; 4 
Juſtice, by tempring Gold's ourwirted, Ba * Me 2 h 
And Girard of bis Crimes acquitted. r 
1 2 H E Morning Sun, in bright aray, *1 
Refulgent ſhines, and gilds the Day, 
With aching Heart, poor Miſs Cadiere, 
Prepares to breath ſuperior Air. ä 
Girard, who knew that his Prediction 7 
Would prove a Tale, a meer Fiction, 
Enters the Room, and locks the Door, 
As he had often done before; 
And having ſpent an Hour careſſing 
His pretty Miſs, gives her his Bleſſing, 
Then riſing ſuddenly, he cry'd, 


My Child, thou art  beatily'd; 


Now, 


(8) 


Now, now, ſaid he, you mount the Air; 


But Polly held faſt by the Chair, 
Not willing yet to leave the World, 


And unto Heaven knows where be burb'd. 


At this the cunning Father Rector, 
Pretends with angry Looks. to hector; 
Quoth he, obey the Spirit, fly, 

Let him enjoy and occupy, 

For you receiv'd him as your Gueſt, 
If you refuſe, you'll ne'er be bleſs'd. 
Bur ſhe, poor Soul ! grown obſtinate, 
Wou'd not ſubmit to be his. Mate ; 
At which the Father, -in'a Rage, 


With Looks moſt ſurly, left the Stage. 


Soon after came a * Jojner's Wife, 
To put an End to all the Strife; 
Handſome ſhe was as Beauty's Queen, 
With Air majeſtick, portly Mein. 
Girard had view'd her round about, 
As well her Infide as the Onr : 
$0 ſtrict is his Examination, 

No Part eſcap'd his Penetration. 
This buxom' Wife, to him devoted 


For Reaſons that muſt not be quoted, 


_— 


* Mrs. La Guiol. 


Since 


* 


* 


* N 
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Since they are better to be gueſs'd, 
Than in plain Exgliſb Terms expreſs'd, 
Began to catechize ,poor Poll, 
And reprehend her for her Folly. 
Then one 'Thing ſhe inſiſted hard on, 
To ask the ghoſtly Father's Pardon. 
The Plot grows ripe—this Penitent 
S'ghs, weeps, and to Confeſſion went; 
Ihen Girard, looking very gruff, 
Spoke to her thus in Language rough. 

Mortal, againſt the Light within 
Thou haſt committed heinous Sin; 
But I'll admit you to Confeſſion, 
And to attone for your I ranſgreſſion, 
Enjoyn a Penance adequate 
To your Offence, ſo monſtrous great. 

He came next Morning, lock'd the Door, 
A thing not new, you heard before ; 
Then cauſing her to kneel before him, 
As if he meant ſhe ſhould adore him, 
And holding in his Hand a Laſh, 
He thus pour'd forth his impious Traſh. 

That you ſhou'd now be naked ſtripp'd, 
And every Part about you whipp'd, 
Is what Heaven's Juftice does require 
To ſatisfy its blazing Ire. 


The 


— — — 2 — — —— — — — 


(20) 


The World ſhowd witneſs all jour Shame, 


But gracious Heaven conſents. the ſame 
Shall by your Confeſſor alone 

Be ſeen, except theſe Walls of Stone, 
Which are uncapable of Speech, 

And can't tell Stories of your Breech. 
But Heaven demands that firſt you ſwear 
By holy Peter's holy Chair, 


This Myftery, ſo very deep, 


As a great Secret you will keep; 


For it would ruin me, if known, 


My deareſt Girl, to any one. 
Polly, on pious Thoughts was bent, 
And far from gueſſing his Intent, 


She ſwore it ne' er ſhou'd be reveal'd, 
Since he wou'd have it lie conceal'd. 


Go then, my deareſt Child, he ſaid, 


And lay yourſelf upon the Bed, 
Under your Elbows Pillows place, 


And bear the Diſcipline of Grace: 
But that ſhe might not mind his Tricks, 
Regard, ſaid he, this Crucifix. 

No with impetuous Luſt grown bolder, 


He flings her Cloaths up to her Shoulder; 


Three tender Laſhes then he gave, 
Which ſhe did. willingly receive. | 
OS This 


( 21 ) 


This done, he rubs her Back, her Bum 
He kiſs'd, and eke her Modicum, 
Out of five Senſes twice two lie 
* Regaled with wond'rous Lechery. 
IT 4 But had Mjſs Polly been ſo kind - 

; To fend her Thunder from behind, 
| While he was playing at Bo-peep, 


= 
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Or elſe perhaps at Creep Moaſe, creep, | 
Tho? it might make him ſtart and ſtare, | 
Each Senſe would then have had a ſhare, 1 
When Polly got from off the Bed, 1 
The goatiſh Confeſſor thus ſaid; __ | 
5 25 Creature Divine ! of bleſs'd Deſcent ! | 
ny BL I ſee Heaven is not yet content; "= 
Naked you muſt be ſtripp'd, and ſtand ' 
Before me, this is Heaven's command.” || 
Alarm'd at ſuch a ſtrange InjunQion, 
From one of his moſt holy Function, 
Her Senſe is loſt, ſhe faints away, 
And ſeems a lifeleſs Piece of Clay; 
But to herſelf again ſhe came, | 
And he ſoon conquer'd all her Shame; 
Nor could he truly ſee much more 
Than what his Eyes beheld before. 
Stark naked ſtripp'd-he lays her down, 
And now his eager Hopes to crown 
va | D He 


( 22) 


He mounts. the Saddle, rides Tantiver, 


Ticklings thoſe Parts that are moſt privy. 


He fee”d, he look d, good Folks, what then? ? 

Why then he look*d and feePd again: 

At laſt Miss Polly, upon ſearching, 

Found that he underſtood  Clear-ftarching.” 
Thus every Day; for three Months ſpace, 

This pious, holy Babe of Grace, 


Renew'd his Sport, play'd with that Same, 


And yet he could not quench his Flame. 
Polly begins to loath her Meat, 


|  Repents her Folly, but too late; 


Her Morning Pakes, and Qualms of Conſcience 

To Girard tells, who calls it Nonſenſe ; 

And fays (a thing not very Civil) 

They were occaſion'd by the Devil. 

However, he wou'd ſoon appeaſe her, 

And bring her ſomethingſthat ſhou'd Eaſe her. 
Her Mother, finding ſhe was ſick, 

But not ſuſpeRing Girard's trick, 

Said, that a Doctor ſhou'd be call'd, 

Which Girard quickly over-haw!'d. 


What ! Am not I the beſt Phyſician 


For one who is in her Condition? 


La. Doctors by their Mala Praxis 
All more e thay Hauer, Swords or Axes; 


Full 


(23) 
Full well you know indulgent. Heaven 
To me ſufficient Power has given, 
Whereby with eaſe I can controul 
The ſcorching Fever . of the Soul: 

From - whence this Doctrine I advance, 
That he who leads the Soul à Dance, 
Can at his Pleaſure ſurely ride, 

And as he liſts, the Body guide. 

Then calling for a Cup of Water, - 
To give, he ſaid, his deareſt Daughter, 
This Murderer, this vile Impoſtor, 
Began with mutt'ring Pater Noſter ; 
A reddiſh Powder then -put in 
As if Abortion were no Sin. 

Poor Poly! this the Villain gave her, 
Call'd it a Cordial to deceive her: 
The Doſe for eight Days was not vary'd, 
And then the Penitent miſcarry'd. 

The Pot was fild with what is common 
On ſuch Occaſions unto . Woman ; 

| Which he with curious Eyes ſuryey'd ; 
Then Po” 6! calling up her Maid, 

Bade her to caſt it all away, 

Which Girard hearing, made him fay, 
Imprudent ! Oh, imprudent Creature! 
Rebellious grown to Heaven and Nature! 


D 2 Expoſe 
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Expoſe the Secret to your Maid ! 
By you we both are now betray'd. 
Remember what you ſwore, and dread 
Th impending Vengeance o'er your Head. 

But leaſt his amorous Affair 
Might by ſome Accident take Air, 
He wheedles his Fair Penitent, 


Paving the Way for Polly, ſhe 


Was ſent into a Nunnery : 1 


To Olioules ſhe did repair, 
And joyn'd the Siſters of St. Clare. 


And gains her Mother's free Conſent; 


Having obtait'd from Lady 4. 


(For he at coaxing a meer Dab is) 
Permiſſion that what&er he wrote 


To MV, or ſhe to him, might not 5 


Be open'd, read, or ſeen by any. 
This one Epiſtle, ſav'd from many, 


Will prove the Wolf in his Sheep's cloathing, 


And give Mankind of Prieſts a loathing.” 
See here, my Child, your Mina fo eaſe, $ 


A third E piſtle in three Days ; 


Thy Image, lavely Sacrifice ! | 

Is always preſent to my Eyes. 

Wirl th others tho JAC and ſpeak, 
Wrapt up in Thee, my Nerves are weak : 


Forget 


_ ES) 
Forget yourſelf, and ſuffer all things 
Except the great, but yield to ſmall things. 
What, tho* the Bifhop keep: a Pather, 
Tet we muſt ſtill ſee one another; 
And this, my Dear, 'zs for our eaſe, 
Therefore regard not what he ſays. 
Tou may expect 4 Viſit one Day 
From Father Sabatier, on Monday Ne þ 
Perhaps it may be, the Grand Vicar | 
Will likewiſe come, beware of Liquor, af | 
For that may Secrets ſoon reveal, * 67 | 
Which you ſhould carefully conceal, 
b Bat if it ſbauld their Noddles enter 
To atk you Queſtions at « Har; 
Or ſhould he fund of Seeing Doing | | 
Joa anderſtand Prieſts Art of PORE 8 | 
If they are eager. for the Fat, 
Say, yowre forbid to Sp-ak or 45 
Obey me, as un little Daughter, 
Be careful non? do watch your Water; 
Oh! how I barn with raging Fire, 
b | And my Soul's parth 'd with ſtrong Deſi ign ! 
You - I muſs quickly ſee, Cadiere; 
See every thing, my lovely. Fair. 
Noths ne J al but mhat's my own, 


$ *» _—_ - 


Bat \ 


z 
_ 
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Bat I ſhall tire you ; if I o, 
I have been often tir by %% ³m 
And tis but Reaſon we ſhou'd ſhare © 
Is eyery thing we have, my Dear. 

Oft to the Convent Girard went, 
To fee his lovely Penitent ; 
At laſt Admiſſion he obtain'd 
And three long Hours with her remain'd? 
Doubtleſs the Lovers were well pleas'd, 
For both were tit'd, and both were esd 
So long a Viſit gave Suſpicion, 
Which fild the :464eſs with Contrition; 
And ſhe reſoly'd+thenceforth that he 
Should not come near his 'Devotee ; 
Nor nearer come than to the Grate, 
Thus was ſhe wiſely obſtinate. 

By this Reſtraint he weary. grows, 
And ſoon a cold IndiffPrence ſhows. 
Poly, who faw herſelf abuſed, | 
And in ſuch flighted Manner uſed, 
To five young * Nuns relates her Tale, 
And every Secret does reveal. 
Had they, who look*d not ſo demurely, 
Said, there could be no harm in't ſurely A 
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* Mrs. La Reboul, La Laugier, Le Allemande, Anne 
| Batterelle, La Gravie. 
Adviſed 


(97) 


Adviſed her not to be ſo croſs, 
For they had taſted the like Sauce. 
Laſcivious Girard: fully bent, 

Far off to ſend his Penitent; 

Said, She had * Example there, x 
And therefore ſhould do good elſewbere. 
This fooliſh Declaration ſoon 

Flew to the Biſhop of Toulon; 

Who did Miſs Polly ſo much Honour 
At firſt to write, then wait upon her. 
And not to mind her late DireQor, 
Tho? he pretended to protect her; 
And not to go away, much leſs 

To him henceforward to confeſs. 

Polly at this was ſtruck with Horror, 
But ſending ſoon his + Chaplain to her, 
And that ſhe might not be obſtructed, 
To la Baſtile was ſafe conducted. 

The Biſhop went to ſee Calbers, - a 
O'erwhelm'd ſhe was with Doubts and Fear; 
And on a ſtrict Examination, 

Not mindful of her Reputation, 
She to his Lordſhip did unfold 
Each Circumſtance, already told. 


1 the Convent of St. 9 
+ The Abbe Camerle. 


Amazed 


— —— 2 a 


, {28 ) 
Amazed wyhile, the Biſhop. ſtood, | 


And ſeem'd a Statue made of Wood; 
But fired with holy Rage at laſt, 


To think what Crimes unpuniſh'd paſs'd ;\ 
He ſaid, he'd. drive that Wolf away 
Who dealer Lamos had made his Prey. 

But now, to haſten the Concluſion, | 
The Biſbop ;order?d Proſecution ; 
Gainſt Girard, Proceſs does commence 
For each particular * Ofence. 

But *tho® each Crime was fully proved, 
Yet ſtill it ſeems that. it betoved -: 


The whole Society to join, 
And ſave à Brother by their Coin ; . 


| A Brother-Villain, in degree { 


Of Crimes not one ſo great as 1 
Ten hundred thouſand Livres . 
Sav'd him from condign . 
And now this Matter to decide, 


5 Nor GvuiLTyY Twelve brib'd judges cry'd, 


— 


Guilty the righteous Twelve reply'd. 


* Quietiſm, Incantation, Sorcery, 9p ill Fornica- 


tion, Procurement hg! 5 and ee 7 PR 
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